
A PRINCE of Persia had three sons, 
And each of them had planned 

To be the greatest archer known 
In all that goodly land. 

The prince one day called unto him 
The eldest of the three. 

Behold, my son! Canst shoot the bird 
Tethered to yonder tree ? ” 

’ Ay, sire.” Aladdin drew his bow 
With fiercely kindling eye, 

But paused before the arrow sped, 
Checked by his father’s cry: 


Stop! stop! my son. One moment wait! 

Tell me, what dost thou see?” 

I see tall rocks, the river wide, 

A vulture, and a tree—” 

“ Go to! ” the father cried in scorn— 
Thou seest too much, by far. 

Dost think that, gazing on the moon. 
Thou can.st bring down a star? 

“ Go, seek thy brother Ahmed now; 

Bid him come here in haste.” 

In Ahmed’s willing hands, ere long, 

The royal bow was placed. 
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“ Bring down for me yon kingly bird, 

My son,” the father said. 

“ I will,” the boy replied, and drew 
The arrow to its head. 

“ Tell me, what dost thou see, my boy ? ” 
Went forth the father’s cry. 

“ I see the palms, the purple hills. 

The forest, and the sky — ” 

“ Enough! enough ! Thou seest too much. 
Bid Selim meet me here.” 

And soon the youngest of his sons 
With hurrying steps drew near. 

“ Selim, take thou these w'eapons here; 

Kill yonder bird for me: 

But ere thine arrow leaves its bow. 

Tell me what thou do.st see.” 

“ / see^ my sire, a gleami/ig eye 
Bum in a vulture's head," 

“ Shoot! shoot! ” the enraptured father cried. 
“ Shoot! shoot! ” The arrow sped. 

A messenger rode forth in haste, 

And brought the vulture — dead! 
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IT was a loneiy .'^neputiu 
lad, who lolled upon 
the lea,— 

‘ Alack, how many fishes 
are a-swimming in the 


’T would seem a goodly company were 
i/ I in yonder boat, 

But here are only grazing sheep, or else 
a gruesome goat! 

fhe sun comes up, the sun goes down, alike day after day; 

come and go mth my slow sheep in just the selfsame way. 

I am tired of the hilltop, I am tired of the lea, 
nd I would I were yon Fisherman a-skimming o’er the sea!” 

^ Fisherman, who drifted with his boat,— 

Alack, this hfe is nothing more than fish, and row, and float; 

There s p enty worth the living for if I were on the land, 
lere le world is all made up of water, salt, and sand. 

‘“'■ned around, 

I am sea and fishes on dry ground; 

I am tired of the fishes, I am tired of the sea. 

And I would I were yon Shepherd lad, a-lolling on the lea!” 
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Then the Fisherman he shouldered his basket, rod, and hook, 

While the Shepherd sauntered surlily, a-slinging of his crook; 

They nodded to each other,— a nod unreconciled,— 

And the great sun gave a parting look, then smiled, and smiled, and smiled! 
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